


ally excel- 


send for 
will send 


jisher, 


t issued 


1OYT, 
Cornhill, 


RE. 

eet, Boston 
st TWELYE 
ed and im 
ffers every 


le Terms 
upply of 
pmery 


S, &e. 
here else. 


————s 


ON. 
- No Set 


, MS. 
















NUMBER 2. 


——— 








— 











QLMSTEAD AND CO., PUBLISHERS. 





— 
———= 


BOSTON, THURSDAY, JANUARY 





14, 1858. 


N. WILLIS, SENIOR EDITOR. 





For the Cog ’ 
pick, THE £53 "ow. 
BY AUGUSTA ML wk 
Concluded. 

The sparrow thus reseued was nearly | 
dead; but good nursing restored it to} 
health and strength. The children found | 
that one of its poor little wings was so in- | 
jured that it never again would be able to | 
fly far; they therefore concluded to keep | 
itfora household pet. They tamed it, | 
and taught it a great many odd and cun- | 
ning tricks—it became like one of the} 
family, and even the father and mother} 
loved it, pretty little Dick! He would} 
hop about the floor, and up into the chairs,” 
and on the tables. He could fly a little, 
just sufficient to enable him to get on| 
the mantel-piece, and on the stick where | 
heslept at night. At meal-time he would 
perch on the back of chair, and sit pa-| 
tiently watching the children eat; seem- 
ing very thankful if they now and then 
offered him a crumb. 








His favorite position was upon the head 
of some one of the family—the taller the 
person the better Dick was suited ; but he | 
would stay very quietly on the head even | 
of Alida, if she placed him there. He} 
didn’t believe in hurting the feelings of| 
his short friends by showing his partiality 
for his tall ones. The children would go 
all over the house, and do up their chores, | 
with Dicky standing on top of their heads. | 
Itwasa funny sight, and one which al- 


ways amused strangers, 











Such squeezings and kissings as that 
bird did get. One would say no bird 
could ever live under sueh a pressure of 
love; but Dicky didn’t seem to mind it. | 
The children, in their transports of affec- | 
tion for him, would seem ready to eat him | 
—in fact, the bird had often seen the in-| 
side of their mouths ; but he had faith in 
them, and was never afraid of being hurt. | 
From hand to hand he was passed, and | 
from lip to lip, as carefully and tenderly 


the raptures of his little friends were regu- 


lated with strict regard to his welfare.— | 


From a series of caresses of the most 
ardent nature, Dicky Sparrow. would come 
forth with unruffied plumage, and with 
undisturbed air, to hop coolly about the 
floor, or to perch independently on the 
top of somebody’s head. Oh! he was a 
rare birdie—was Dicky. 

But our little friends were not allowed 
to hold undisturbed possession of their 
charming little pet. Many of their school- 
fellows envied them their treasure, and 
various were the tempting offers that were 
made to induce them to part with him. 

One lad, a rich man’s son, offered Dan 
five dollars for the bird. ‘I would rather 
have him than my sister’s canary,’ he said, 
‘and father paid five dollars for that.’ 

When this offer was reported at home, 
the parents looked serious. Five dollars 
would go a great way in adding to the 
comforts of their humble home. 


- But upon the first word from the father | 
in favor of selling Dick, there was such wal 
} out-burst of grief from all the little ones, | 
that the thought of the thing was at once | 


banished, and it never again returned. 


‘I would just as soon sell the: baby,’ 
sobbed poor Dan, and as the boy spoke 
Dick hopped upon his shotilder, and nes- 


tled close to his bare neck. 





| the better he loved them. Bye and bye|she early implanted the seeds of virtue 


| Sunday at his house, and to attend church 


as if he had been made of down; and all | 


Mr. Holsen, the father of the boy) who 
Wished to purchase’ the sparrow, was a 
Very generous and kind-hearted man. He 
allowed his children to associate freely 
with the children of the poor,..if those 


children were but well-be- 
haved. The cottage little 
folks were often at his house, 
and the affair of the sparrow 
being made known to him, it 
drew his notice more particu- 
larly to them. He invited 
them to bring Dicky and in- 
troduce him to his daughter’s 
canary bird. This was ac- 
cordingly done. The birds 
did not pay much attention to’ 
each other, but Dicky was 
highly delighted at hearing 
Miss Mary Holsen play upon 
the piano. He was placed 
upon the keys and there he 
remained, perfectly enchanted 
by the music, until the little 
player ceased. Mr. Holsen 
was almost as much amused 
and interested as the children 
were with the pretty little 
ways of pet Dicky. He grew familiar 
with the children of the cottage; with =e POOR, WOW Ae ae Sam. 
Johnny and Alida he was particularly) When we gather around the fire by 
charmed. He told his daughter, when night, Grandfather Gray tells us some 
they had gone, that they were about as beautiful stories, and here is one of them. 
pretty and as cunning in all their ways,| Many years.ago, there lived in a certain 
as their bird was. He wanted them to|town ina far offland, a poor widow, whose 
come again soon; he wanted them to|¢hief support was the daily toil of an only 
come often, and the more he saw of them|8°n. Being a good and sensible woman, 


For the Youth’s Companion. 


and duty in the heart of her boy, -which 
seeds in due time ripened into a harvest of 


he tried to gain the consent of their pa- 
rents for him to adopt them for his own. 
This they refused to give. They could|8t#titude and affection. 

not think of such a thing. They did not They were very humble, and none but a 
think it would be right to make such a|few poor people like themselves knew any- 
distinction between them and their broth-|thing of them, and of their trials and hard- 
ers and sisters. The matter was finally|Ships in their struggle with the world.— 


labor, and returned with the setting sun, 
bringing his little earnings, which he 


his two small favorites, and to ensure em- 
ployment to them when they should be 
grown. They were not to leave their 
home, but were to be every Saturday and 





and Sabbath School with his family. The|oVer him for joy, and pray for him. Often 
| other children went to the same church.—|and often used they to sit at the door of| 
their little house in the soft evening twi- 
light, and as star after star came out in 
the ‘heavens, would they converse of the 
labors of the day—of the goodness of God 
—and of him who was gone before to 
And thus, through the influence of their heaven. 

| kindness to a sparrow in distress, two of} Thus they lived in love .and content- 
\the cottage children gained an education|ment ; the toil of the day supplying their 
| which afterwards enabled them handsome-|4aily need. The young man, though of 
{ly to support themselves, besides doing|Steat promise—comely.in person and 
/much good to the other members of their|$trong in mind—yet hedid not once dream 
|family ; and they all secured a friend who|°f ever leaving his widowed mother to 
|never failed them—who was an efficient|seek a fortune in the noisy world, because 
|helper in more than one time of need. 
| Little readers, no act, however small, if 
|it be done in the spirit of true kindness, ' » 
lever goes unrewarded, and those who are Gus euning he: stayed, to: hinhome 


‘al ful to the unfort rather earlier than usual. His step was 
Jelvagy marcel $9. ‘be Ramuvpanen and “he somewhat feeble, and his soft blue eye 


| helpless, shall never lack mercy from Him 

| who says that not even a sparrow falls to showed by & dreamy languor that a 

the ground without the Heavenly Father's vital disease hed Is id ha Id of him. bid 

| mother, with instinctive. glance, noticed 
the change—saw that’ something was the 


| notice. 
| Children’s hearts should always be, matter. He endeavored to allay her fears, 
by supposing that it must be merely fa- 


| There was to be no distinction made ; only 
|as the kind gentleman loved the two little 
ones so much, and was doing so much for 
| them, he was to have this much of their 


| pleasant company. 





with her. Scarcely for a day could they 
part without tears. 


Tender, fond and true, 
Ever prompting children’s hands 
Kindly deeds to do. 
Every little helpless thing 
Creeping on the ground, 
Every thing within the field, 
Or in forest found, 


health and spirits. 


Hath a voicethat cries to God, 
And he heeds the ery, 


- If the meanest thing He made er’s eyes; 
































touched his cheek. 
was dead! 
night his beautiful spirit fled up to the| 
God who gave it. 


passing through the gates of the town.— 
There was but one chief mourner—the 
poor widow. 
feelings, as she followed to his last resting 
place, her dear, her affectionate child, her 
only son! 


side the gates, before it met with a crowd 
of people of all ages who were accompany- 
ing some distinguished personage into the 
town. 


, —|the crowd with the poor weeping mother 
adjusted thus, Mr. Holsen was to educate|The young man went forth daily to his/foJlowing, than this distinguished person- 


with an expression of great tenderness and 
faithfully placed into his mother’s hand./jove; telling, at the same time, the poor 
And then would she throw her arms|)widow not to be distressed. 


about his neck, and kiss him, and weep|touched the bier, and they that carried it 


his greatest happiness on earth was to bel had supplied them on Christmas, 


tigue, for he had wrought harder than 
usual in the hot sun; but no doubt a lit- all day, and you may be called to go away 
tle rest would restore him to his customary 
So after their even- 
ing devotions, they retired to their cham- 
bers. All that long night did the image 
of her dear boy come up before the moth- 
she could not sleepher 


Suffers needlessly. thoughts troubled her. She felt as if 

ittle child i , some great calamity were about to happen. 
— = ada < She wept, and scarce knew for what. She 
Calling vengeance down on you prayed for peace, and God gave it. 

From Creation’s Friend. Again the joyful sunbeams streamed 


into her window, and the lit-| old, when a poor ‘family, who had no- 
tle birds warbled their songs | = 4 Pe desired ye items A a 
: <0 aster Johnny was a little disconcerte: 
of happiness, and the widow lat this grave reply of his father; for, 
young as he was, he prided himself on 
for the labors of the day. But) knowing something about business, and 
why did not her son come? | the way to get rich. 
he must have been sorely fa- ‘I can’t say,’ he answered ; ‘ but I only 
tigued. She did not wish to | thought that they whe'éo Sy  Sycayaehed 
: ‘ pay a physician, have no right to ask him 
disturb his refreshing slum- 4, put-himself to much trouble on their 
bers, for sleep is balm to sou! | account.’ 
and body. But as the morn- | ‘ Perhaps they have no right, in one 
ing wore on, she began no - = me but I aes be pay 
: o think that the instruction Master John- 
~- Pr ioe ond ” — ny had learned in Mr. Pilfer’s office has 
soitly to the room she knock-| made him forget his catechism, and the 
ed gently at the door. There instruction he has received at Sunday 
was no answer. She knocked ; school.’ . 
a little louder; still no reply.| * Now tell me, children,’ said Dr. War- 
Quietly she opened the door | ton, looking fall in the face of Master 
atk aiiiell seni, tine anata od ohn, ‘ did our Savior go about doing good 
8 P only to those who had money to pay him ?’ 
His face was turn-| «No, sir,’ said all the childzen at once. 
ed from her. She spoke his} ‘And now, children,’ said the father, I 
name; but he answered not. | have something to tell you.’ 
she leaned over him; she | Those who had been reading closed 
It was cold! He| their books; the little ones left their play- 
2 : | things and gathered round their father.— 
Under the dark wings of; Mrs. Warton smiled to see the interest 
manifested in the children’s countenances, 
and Ella turned to her little sister of four 
years old, and bade her hush, for father™ 
was going to tell a story. 

‘ A very short story, my children,’ said 
the doctor, ‘ for it is said ina few words. 
It is a bleak, cold night. The snow is 
deep, and the raw wind piling it in drifts 
on the sidewalk. There is no moon, and 
the street lamps burn dim to-night.— 
There are no sleigh-bells jingling; the 
only sounds in the street are the moaning 
winds and the creaking signs. Young 
people and old, love to hover around their 
comfortable firesides as you are now do- 
ing, for it is a dismal night without.’ 

‘IT amglad we havea warm house to 
shelter. us to-night,’ said Johnny. 

‘ And well you may be glad,’ said his 


arose and went out to prepare | 


her son. 


A day after and a little funeral was 


What must have been her 


The sad procession had not got far out- 


No sooner did the bier come into 





thankful. I know ofa poor family who 
are now shivering with the cold and aching 
He then ee hunger ; this morning a man met me, 


age walked up and looked on the va ha ‘and not glad only, but truly 


and told me of a poor woman who had a 
sick child ; ‘and,’ said he, ‘I think they 
need a doctor, but are too poor to employ 
one.’ [asked him to show me the house, 
aud when I entered I found that a doctor 
was indeed needed. A little girl, about 
nine years old, was lying on the bed, very: 
low with a fever. I think she cannot live. 
A little boy, ten years*old, entered while 
I was there, with an armful of sticks, 
which he had picked up from under the 
snow on the common; and this;~save a 

It was a cold December night. In a/few brands which were smoking ow the 
well-furnished parlor, gathered around a|hearth, was all their fuel. The sick’ girl, 
blazing fire, sat a mother with her five|] am afraid, cannot live, and the mother 
children. The former was busily plying} has no means to make her comfortable I 
her needle, and the latter were engaged, | doubt whether any of the family have tast- 
some in reading, some in arranging their|ed a morsel of supper to-night.’ 
supply of toys, with which their father and| ‘ But where is the womans husband ?” 
mother, in the character of Santa Claus, |asked Mary. 

‘That I donot know. He has been 

‘It is a,bleak, cold night,’ said Dr.| gone these seven yeers. I knew him when 
Warton, as he entered the room, and|he was worth several thousand dollars; 
without divesting of his overcoat and muf-| but a.villainous partner of his, defrauded 
flers, drew a chair near the fire. him of every cent. Poor Robinson was 

‘ And now you have come home for all | almost broken-hearted ; he lingered’about 
night, I hope,’ said Mary, the eldest of the | the neighborhood for a while,’ earning a 
five. living as he could, but. finally resolved to 

‘I am not sure of that,’ and the father|go to sea. His wife gave her full’ consent, 
drew nearer the fire. as she was able with economy to provide 

‘No, indeed, you are not,’ replied Mary. | for herself and children, by her needle.— 
‘ Father, I wish you were not a doctor.’ |She did well for a while, but sickness 

* And why so?’ asked the father. came upon her, and:she is now poor. Her 

* Because you never have a moment that | husband at different times sent her money, 
you can eall your own. You have to ride| and always wrote as though he was doing 

| well. But the vessel in which he was to 
at any time of the night, no matter what) have returned, three years ago, has not 
the weather is.’ been heard of.’ 

‘Yes, but father is paid for it, said) ‘And was he drowned?’ asked two or 
Master Johnny. three at once. 

‘Not always,’ said Mary, ‘there are| ‘I do not. know,’ continued the doctor, 
many poor people who pay nothing for|*he may be living yet; but I fear that he 
father’s visits.’ has perished. But,’ my children, Mrs. 

‘ But,’ continued Johnny, ‘ father don’t} Robinson is poor. While yow are so 
get up in the night or travel bad roads for | cheerful and happy here in this comforta- 
them,’ bie house, and this bleak, cold night are 

‘Johnny,’ said Dr. Warton, solemnly,| gathered around this» warm fire, think of 
‘did you ever know me to neglect to turn | Charley Robinson and his mother. © Char- 
up a muddy lane in cold, rainy, times; or|ley has no Christmas; there is no New 
refuse to get up at night, however dark or! Year’s for him; for his father may be at 


stood still. And he said, “ Young man, 
I say unto thee arise !”’ - And immediately 
the young man sat up and began to speak, 
When Grandfather finished his story he 
told us we*had all read it dozens of times 
before. Where? Can our young readers 
tell? 8T. J. 





THE TWO FIRESIDES. 
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THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
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the bottom, of the sea. His mother is 
poor, and his little sister { fear must die. 
John! Mrs. Robinson has no money to 
pay the docter. Shall I stay at home to- 
night.’ 

‘No, father,’ exclaimed John, eagerly ; 
‘go and see her,-and you may take my 
half- dollar.’ 

‘And mine.” said Mary. 

* And my cake,” said Ellen. 

‘And buy Charley a rocking-horse,’ 
said Willie. - 3 ee 

* Come, children,’ said Warton, 
‘James shall lod the hand-sled with 
wood, and carry “a.blanket and quilt. J 
wil} fill a basket with something for sup- 
per, and perhaps we can make them com- 
fortable." 

* But, Johnay,” asked the doctor, ‘ why 
do. you stand still, when the others are so 
busy in getting something fur the suffer- 
ing family >’ 

* | was thinking, father,’ replied Mas- 
ter Johnny, ‘ of what we said just now— 
that our Savior went about doing good ; 
and that it would Le more like Him, if we 
would go as well as send. Mayn’tl go, 
father ?’ 

* Certainly, my son.’ 

* And, father, may I go? asked Mary, 
placing her hand in her father’s, and giv- 
ing a most beseeching look. 

* It's a bleak, cold night,’ said the doc- 
tor ; ‘ most too cold for my Mary, I fear ; 
but ask your mother.’ 

Mrs. Warton hesitated, but it was only 
fora moment. She knew that Mary could 
be made comfortable for a short ride, and 
she was unwilling to lose so good an op- 
portunity for teaching her practical charity. 

And now, while Mrs, Warton and the 
children are filling the large basket, and 
James, the hired man, is loading the sled, 
and Mary and John are muffling them- 
selves for the ride, we will go to the other 
fireside. 

* 


instant rcund the room, said :——‘ Is this 
your home, while I am rich * 

It was but a moment, when. husband 
and wife were clasped in each other's 
-atms. The shock was too great; Mrs. 
Robinson éwooned ; and for a while se- 
rious fears were entertained lest, under 
the circumstances of her protracted suffer- 
ing, her mental anguish, and the sudden- 
ness of her husband’s return, she might be 
overcome beyond the means of 
Butmo sooner had she began to revive, 
than the doctor-called the attention of the 
condition of their child. 

‘ It is your father, my dear, dying clfild !" 
shrieked Mrs. Robinson, and the father 
clasped the little girl to his heart. 

She attempted to throw her arms about 
his neck, and faintly said, * Papa! and 
above the howling winds without, were 
heard the sobs of the father. He raised 
his head to look into the face of the child, 
but she was still; her eyes fixed; her 
breath had gone ; her father’s tears were 


that fell from the lips of little Sarah. 





THE FAMILY. 





EFFECTS OF FEAR. 

Fright has often occasioned death. The 
imagination, also, besides having been 
known to cause death, produces sometimes 
strange effects upon the human body.— 
The power of the mind over the body is 
very great. Physicians tell us that timid 
people are more likely to take contagious 
diseases than others. The reason is, be- 
cause when such a disease prevails, per- 
sons of this character are all the time anx- 
ious and fearful lest they shall be stricken 
down by it. They are almost sure to 
imagine they feel quite often some of its 
symptoms. Such a state of mind lessens 
the vigor and energy of the body, and it 
has far less power to throw off the poison 
that is in the air. Here are one or two in- 
stances of the effects of the mind upon the 
body ; or in other words, the extreme ef- 
fects which fright and,imagination have 
produced upon men when entirely under 
their power. 


* * & 

Far out in the suburbs, on the open 
field, where the wind has full sweep this 
dismal night, stands an old brown house, 
which families who cannot afford to pay 
rent, have, one after another, deserted, 
which would be tenantless now, but Mrs. 
Robinson can find no other shelter.— 
Within that house a little boy is laying 
the last stick upon the fire-place, and a 
tear is trickling down his cheek, which he 
quickly wipes away; inthe corner of the 
room is alow bedstead, the covering of 
which was once good, but though clean, 
is ragged and worn now. There lay the 
sick girl; and her mother, kneeling at 
the bedside, was holding in one hand those 
of her daughter, and with the other was 
pressing her forehead. The wind roared 
without, and as it swept by, the drifting 
snow beat against the ruthless windows, 
and the flickering flames from the hearth 
was the only light in that dwelling. 

* She’s dying, my darling is dying,’ 
sobbed the mother. And the boy ran to 
the bedside. He had tried to restrain his 
tears before, for fear of grieving his moth- 
er; but he wept bitterly now, 

* Sarah, my child, my darling,’ she al- 
most shrieked, * must you die now, and 
here in this cold, cold spot, and your 
father never see youagain? Oh, Heaven- 
ly father ! let this cup pass from me; but 
not my will, but thine be done !’ 

A.cold sweat was on the brow of the 
little sufferer, but still her eyes were 
bright, and fixed upon her parent, her lips 
moved, and she said, ‘ Mother.’ 

The sound of sleigh-bells was heard at 
the door. 


«s 


There was in the Turkish empire a per- 
son who had incurred the displeasure of 
the bashaw, and the sentence was to have 
the great arteries of his body opened that 
the unhappy criminal might bleed to death. 
But some English gentlemen at the Court, 
rather humane and very curious, petition- 
ed the bashaw with such success, that the 
sentence was repealed, and the man put 
in their power. They had no other mo- 
tive than that of humanity, except the de- 
sire of gtatifying their own curiosity, in 
seeing how far the apprehension alone of 
the sentence would effect the prisoner. 

When the day of execution came, the 
criminal appeared, seated on a machine 
that kept him fiom moving, at the bottom 
of which was a bathing tub ; he was then 
blindfolded, and the executiuner, who had 
received his secret orders, was told to be- 
gin, by giving him two or three small 
scratches, and at the same time some small 
spouts, which had been procured for the 
purpose, were (to carry on the deceit) sup- 
plied with warm water, which ran trick- 
ling into the bathing tub at the bottom. 
The deluded victim soon appeared in all 
the agonies of death; his mind, in fact, 
could not bear an apprehension so dread- 
ful—nature sunk under the burden, and 
he died in a few minutes. 


Another case happened in Italy, and 


had 





y is g! said Charley, 
as he ran to the window. 
* Is it papa?’ asked the dying girl. 
*No,no! don’t say it, my child,’ said 
the mother, * you are dying, and will meet | Was in the following manner :— 
papa in heaven.’ | Nicolo, Marquis of Ferrara, was taken 
The door opened, and Dr. Warton en- ill of a quartan fever, which continued so 
tered with Mary and John, and the good |vivient that his physicians gave him up, 








pastor, Mr. Wilford, all loaded with|and sent him to a house he had oa the 
clothes and provisions, river Po, for change of mr. He tovk with 
* Bless. you! God bless you !' exclaim- | him one servant who had the greatest re- 


ed Mrs. Robinson, ‘for coming at this gard for him; and this servant having 
hour; my sweet girl is dying.’ |heard that sudden fear was a sovereign 
The doctor walked up to the bedside,| remedy for a quurtan fever, resolved to 
and taking her hand, said : }try iton his master. Having observed 
* I am afraid she is.’ | that the marquis walked every day on the 
+] knew it! I knew it!’ said the moth-| 


on her cheek, and‘ papa’ was the last word | 


er, and she threw herself upon the bed by 
her child. * Oh, if it could be so! if 
your father could but be living now, and 
come to close your eyes, my darling !— 


banks of the Po, and knowing it was not 
|very deep, he resolved to push him in. 
| A miller, who lived opposite the place. he 
|acquainted with his design; and having 
ordered the man to be ready with his boat, 


Pray for me, pray for us, Mr. Wilford, for|to take his master up, 
my Sarab is dying now.’ 
And the group, all weeping, kneeled |in, after which he immediately fled tu 
down, while the rector offered a fervent} Padua. 
prayer to Him’ who'deth not afflict will- 
ingly the children of men. |ly trightened, and vowed tw bé revenged. 
As the Amen’ responded, aluud knock| So extraordinary a cause was the subject 
was heard at the door. | of every body's conversatinen ‘Lhe marquis 
‘Itis James with the wood,’ said the caused his servant to be summoned betore 
doctor, and Jvhany ran to open the door. |the courts uf justice, and not appearing, 
* Softly !’ said John, as James began to| he was bubished Ferrara, and condemned, 
stamp the snow from his boots. | 
* There is a gentleman here, said James,|ed. ‘This news soun reached Padua 
‘ who got me to show him the way to Mrs. nutwithstanding which, the 
Robinson's.’ |few days, came back to Ferrara, und de- 
A stranger entered, and looking for an | sired admittance tu the marquis. 


denied and. ined |. he was apprehend- 
ed, ordered to prepare for execution. 
marquis, however, finding himself 
cured of his fever, his resentment began 
to abate, and he was determined to save 
the man, the same time resolved to 


at 
let the ake A day was 
fixed for h execition, ad ol Fora 
thronged to see it . e ser- 
vant on to scaffold, with his 
confessor; and, after protesting he had 
no motive than the cure of his mas- 
ter, laid his head on the and gave 
the fatal signal. The executioner had his 


done, the color left his cheeks, his eyes 
sank in his head, and he died in a few 
moments, without speaking a word. 





A gentle mother leads them in their praise, 


And takes this Jull in childhood’s tiny tide, 
‘The little errors of the day to chide. 

No lovelier sight this side of heaven is seen, 
And angels hover o’er the group serene, 
Instead of odor in a censer swung, 

There floats the fragrance of an infant’s tongue. 


Then, tambling headlong into waiting beds, 


Till slumber steals away their idle fears, 
And like a peeping bud each face appears, 


The heav’n will sparkle in their eyes at morn, 
And stolen graces all their ways adorn. 





SELF-CONTROL. 


of an account. 


ror; but the latter was inflexible. 


home. 


the top of the stairs, 
* Tell the rascal | am not at home.’ 


better mind.’ 


The merchant, struck afterwards with 
the meekness of the reply, and having 
more deliberately investigated the matter, 
became convinced that the Quaker was 
He re- 
quested to see him, and after acknowledg- 


right, and that he was wrong. 


ing his error, he said, 
rious occasions, to bear my abuse?’ 


violent as thou art. I knew that to in- 


it was imprudent. 
in a passion always spake aloud; and | 


natural temper.’ 


do, benefitted by his example. 
A WOMAN FROZEN TO DEATH. 
A St. Joseph currespondent of the St 


that vicinity last week, says: 


| country, were given freely. 


and who was her faithful 


advised her to come to town, when he 
would seethat she was comfortably pro- 
vided for ; but she refused, and said it was 
her destiny to wander.— The second morn- 
ing alter, the little boy came to his house 














k if there should be) and told him that his mother was dead, 
joceasion, the next morning he threw him! that she had frozea to death, and that he 

, The gentleman 
In the meantime, the miller took! tuk the” poor little fellow and had him 
up the marquis, who was indeed thorough-! warmed and wrapped ia thick clothing 
garments were thin and ~torn— 
jand then went with him to the piace where 
The spectacle was 


was almost frozen too. 


| —for his 


his dead mother lay. 
| harrowing. 


in the corner of a deserted cabin, which 
‘ ; had neither dours nor windows to shut out 
|if be ever returned thither, tu be behead- , the cold, among sume oiscrable remnants 
ua; of clothing which but balf concealed her 

servant, 1D @ snowy limbs, drawn up us if still in agony 
am of freezing, she lay a rigid corpse. Her, 
This was | countenance, however, was as serene as prays to God for everything ; so if 1 pray, than i did that day, alitue fellow of sid 


| 


- 


orders beforehand, at that instant to pour 
some cold water on his neck, which being; 


Teaching their feet to tread in heavenly ways, 


Beneath the sheets they hide their timid heads; 


All dressed like angels in their gowns of white ; 
They're wafted to the skies in dreams of night; 


A merchant in London had a dispute 
with a Quaker respecting the settlement 
The merchant was deter- 
mined to bring the account into court, a 
proceeding which the Quaker earnestly 
deprecated, using every argument in his 
power to convince the merchant of his er- 
De- 
sirous to make a last effurt, the Quaker 
called at his house one morning, and in- 
quired of the servant if his master was at 
The merchant hearing the inquiry, 
and knowing the voice, called out from 


The Quaker looking up to him calmly, 
said, ‘ Well, friend, God put thee ina 


‘I have one question to ask you, how 
were you able, with such patience, on va- 


* Friend,’ replied the Quaker, ‘I will 
tell thee; I was naturally as hot and 


dulge this temper, was sinful ; and | found 
I observed that men 


thought if I could control my voice, I 
should repress my passivn. | have, there- 
fore, made it a rule neyer to let my voice 
rise above a certain key ; and by a careful 
observance of this rule, I have, by the 
blessing of God, entirely mastered my 


The Quaker reasoned philosophically, 
and the merchant, as every one else may 


Louis Republican, iv giving an account of 
the death by freezing of a white woman in 


* The white woman was a stranger who 
had wandered into the neighborhood of the 
Platte, asking alms, which, in that rich 
Noone knew | 
her history, nor did she seem. to have a 
friend on earth, except a little boy, some 
nine years old, whom she called her son, 
companion. 
When the cold spell came on, a gentleman 





ed 
perhaps God will take away this harg 
heart. For several nights I prayed to 
have it softened ; but, passing my flagers 
across the plate my mother showed me, | 
found it was no softer. At last | began 
to get troubled.. Thought 1, mamma says 
everything ds upon a soft heart, but 
mine feels as asa bone. So I said 
to my mother one day, 

* What you told me was true—t fee] 7 
have a stone in my heart. I have prayed 
to God to take it away, but he won't” _ 

I saw my dear mother looked wonder. 
fully pleased at my childish talk, and drew 
me on her knee. She asked me how | 
felt? 

‘I am vexed,’ I said, ‘to find my heart 
so hard, after praying so many times tg 
God to soften it ; you can feel outside my 
clothes how hard it is.’ 


though sheslept, and a faint smile was 
seen to linger timidly about the corners 
of her mouth as if it had long been a stran- 
gerthere, but hed come back at the last 
jmoment to let the sranger. as he gazed 
‘upon it, know that that wan face, where 
misery and woe had left so many imprints, 
had once known happiness. Her stature 
was of medium height, and her age, im 
death to be, between twenty-eight 
and 3 in life it had seemed forty. 

The boy is ignorant ofthe place 
of his nativity, nor does he know any 
other name than George. She called him 
* George,’ and he had wandered with her 
from his earliest memory. He does not 
know a relation in the world. He does 
not know that he ever had a father. He 
has sometimes in her sleep heard his 
muother cry, ‘ Oh George, George ! do not, 


do not leave me. J will die with grief;’| ‘ But Ido got’ mean any part of you 

; VESFERS. and then weep until she became calm| body, that or 1 can feel,’ said my 

A row of little faces by the bed— again. He waked her once or twice and| mother; ‘ 1 that you have a wicked 
ree pA we ee told her he would not leave her, when|ature, whi d, in the Bible, calls 
benef ein od ‘tek paghend. she clasped him in her arms and said the heart ; and He must give you a new 


nature, ora new heart. You and Charles 
q often quarrel. When I kiss him, you look 
And then he thought "twas some one | ‘TSS, and often cry. Why is this? 

else of whom she dreamed—perhaps his| ‘Something inside me is angry,’ I re. 
father, but he did not know, or even ask- jae. icin St 

ed her. She wept almost incessantly.) ‘ Then thatsomething is your bad na- 
She talked but little. She appeared to be |ture—your black heart—that you got 
in seareh of some one, and made the ask- | through the devil ? and God must give you 
ing of alms a pretext for looking into ev-|® D¢w nature, like Himself, if ever you 
ery house along the way of her lung, weary | #f€ to live with him in heaven. — 
pilgrimage. I said, «Mamma, will! God give it me if] 
ask Him? 

This conversation made a deep impres- 
sion upon me; and I felt happy only 
while | listened to my mother reading the 
Bible. Soon after this, 1 learned to read 
myself. ‘Time slipped by till I entered 
my sixth year. 1 can look back to many 
solemn thoughts 1 had about my state at 
this tender age. Especially was 1 im- 
pressed with a sense of sin through my 
temper; for I was a very peevish child, 
and no great favorite with my brothers 
and sisters. 

* About this time, my eldest brother, a 
lad of sixteen, became deeply sensible of 
the value of his soul, and to him 1 could 
sometimes talk about my feelings. I re- 
member his speaking to me very solemnly, 
after my having given away to a fit of an- 
ger with my brother Charley. He said, 

‘Joun, if yougoon in this way, | shall 
think you are like Cuin, who murdered 
his brother Abel. Every time you get 
into this way, itis murder ; for God looks 
to the heart.’ 

This remark made me ery to God to 
make me like the good Abel, and deliver 
me from the wick.d spirit of Cain. 

* One day, my brother said to me, John- 
ny, it is a secret 1 know, that you do not, 
that makes the difference between your re- 
ligion and mine.’ 

‘Oh, Samuel,’ I said, ‘ do pray tell it to 


* No my son, | know you will not leave 
me.’ 

















SCRAPS FOR YOUTH. 
A SINGULAR GIRL. 

A pleasant writer in one of our weekly 
papers gives a description of what he 
esteems a somewhat singular girl. We 
wish there were more like her. 


‘* Another singular personage I know, 
is a young girl. Sheis’nt pretty, Carrie 
isn’t, and you never hear people speak of 
her without exclaiming, * How singular 
she is!’ Well. for these times, { agree 
with the majority, that Carrie is singular. 
She is an early riser, and I believe she 
devotes the first hours of the day to read- 
ing the Bible and prayer. All my readers 
will agree with me that this is singular.— 
Then, another singularity, she is never 
idle. See her when you will, there is 
work on hand. Her own room is a little 
hive, and yet so neat, so orderly in all its 
arrangements! She never went to a ball 
in her life, and does not know one card 
from another. She is perfectly healthy, 
and that is the greatest singularity of all. 
Her face is an index of happiness. 

* O, Carrie is never unhappy,’ her moth- 
er says, ‘ she is too busy to fret herself or 
me; she don’t have time to think about 
unpleasant things.” 


Well, that’s a singularity that I wouldn’t me.” 
mind having myself.” * No,’ he replied, ‘I can’t; God must 
tell it to yon.’ 
MY RELIGIOUS EXPERIENCE. ct Peietgns I said,‘ our mother told 


Here is a simple story, told in such a 
pleasant, child-like way, that our young 
friends cannot but be interested in read- 
ing it, and we hope profited : 


* Fifty years ago, I was about four years 
old; the youngest of. a large family, a 
small, shy boy, remarkable for nothing 
but for bad health and bad temper. 
My mother was a very godly woman, and 
a devoted parent. It was her custom to 
be present when her children were going 
to bed, at which time she took the oppor- 
tunity of talking to us about the things of 
God. My earliest remembrance is, that 
of my mother kneeling beside my cot, | 
after I was in bed, and praying over| 
me. I noticed she often shed tears at/ 
these times ; and my childish idea was, 
that something hurt her, At last, one 
day I said to her, 

‘Mamma, why do you cry when you 
kneel at my cot, after 1 am in bed? Does against God. iran to my roum. | threw 
anything stick into you, and hurt you?” | myseit upon my knees. 1 wept aloud, 

My mother gravely answered ,* No; I) put could not pray. i then suught for 
ery to think you are a sinner, and if you | my eldest brother. 
die without loving Jesus, you and | must | * Samuel,’ I said, ‘Iam undone. | am 
be parted for ever—you will bein hell and another Cain. 4 have just struck Charley 


* No,” he answered, ‘ God told it to me; 
and it ever God tells it to you, He will 
show you that the secret is wrapped up in 
that one name—Jesus. You know some- 
thing of sin, but you know nothing of 
Jesus.’ 

* A few days after this conversation, I 
was at play with my brother Charles ; and 
befure long, a dispute aruse about a bit of 
string. We both were angry; but |, ever 
most in jault,lifted up my hand an i stuck 
him a blow. Oh, the hurrur, that came 
over me when I had done this no words 
can tell. The thought rushed into my 
min, | am a murderer—Il am like Cain. 
God never loved Cain. God cannot love 
me. i shall go to heil fur my sins. I 
tried to express to my brother, who was 
generous and forgiving, how sorry | was. 

* Never minu,” he said, * 1 beat you last 
week ; i don’t care abuut a thump. 

But I dad; for I felt 1 had sinned 








I shall be in heaven.’ 


* God must give you a new heart,’ she 


| such a biuw, and with such spice m my 


‘ Mamma,’ said |, ‘tell me how I can’ heart, tuat iam sure | can never be turgi¥- 


Samuel was reading when I ran into the 
room. He laid down his book, ana lis 


’ But why can,t I love Him now, mam- | tened to alll said ; and then answered, 
ma ?’ said I. \* fhe blood of Jesus Christ, his. 02, 
* Because,’ she replied,.* you have got cleanseth trom ail sin.’ 
a bad heart that you were born with, giv-| 
en you by the devil, and that heart loves | feeling 1 never knew betore ; they seemed 
sin, and can never love God ; it is as hard ty «sup trom heaven into my seul. I spake 
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THE YOUTH'S COMPAN IO 


N. 





I can say with the hymn tru- 


yi? Many years have pass’d since then; 
Man: changes have [ seen ; 


Yet have been upheld till now: 
Whocould hold me upbat [hou ? 
[have travelled since then the world 
[ have preached thousands of ser- 
, and have been kept, by Divine grace 
the ways oftruth ; yet I feel my need 
‘4 these words, ‘ the blood of Jesus Christ 
ig son, cleanseth from all sin,” as much 
is day as did when they were applied 
my heart. 
a oo reader, I have penned these few 
xollections, which were told me by a 
iend, for you. Born into this world with 
bud heart, full of vile tempers and evil 
honghts, you must be born again, or you 
not enter the kingdom of God. The 
changed heart can never enter heaven. 
tall Gol’s lambs—that is, such of the 
oung whom He loves and 
hall be given a new heart, wherewith 
ney shall love Him, have the pardon of 
their black sins; and, when they die, 
hall be gathered by the Good Shepherd, 
sus Christ, into the fold of glory, to be 
appy with Him for ever and ever.’ 


over. 





FREEZING THE TONGUE. 

‘ Now for a story, Uncle Ned,’ shouted 
fa dozen merry urchins, as they drag- 
ed their bachelor uncle down the garden 
th, and placed him in an arm-chair fan- 
ally carved from the root of an old tree. 
‘Well, if I must, I must, I suppose ; 
ut what sort of a story shall it be—real ?’ 
‘Oh, tell us a real story—atrue story, 
ncle Ned,’ promptly replied Ralpb ; and 
e children shouted in chorus—* A true 
rv, a true story.’ 

‘So be it, then,’ said Uncle Ned: and 
e began. ‘ When I was a little boy I— 
lishly followed a bad ‘example, and 
ose my tongue.’ 

‘froze your tongue? why, Uncle Ned, 
ow funny ! [ never heard of such a thing,’ 
id John, with a merry twinkle of the 
e;*but you are always doing funny 


3. 
ae I, Jacky-?’ replied the indulgent 
nce; ‘well,.{ suppose it’s * nature.’ 
es, Ldid actually freeze my tongue, and 
is was how it happened. 
‘It was on a cold December day, just 
t Christmas, that my older brother 


Ibert and myself stood upon the steps of 


pr father’s house, talking with another 
py who had been with us skating. ‘Look 
e,’ said our companion at the iron rail- 
g: ‘it is completely cased in ice; it 
oks like candy, good enough to eat.” 
*“ Suppose we try,’ said my brother ; 
e can taste, if we can’t’ chew it;’ and 
atting out his tongue, he bent over to 
ch the ice-covered bar. Frank Lewis 
shed him back, exclaiming, 
, Don’t touch it, Al; your tongue will 
, and then you will be in a pretty 
88. 
*Who’s afraid ?’ said Albert, flushing at 
e friendly rudeness; ‘ let me alone—l’ll 
as I please,’ and the next moment his 
mgaé was onthe bar. ‘It doesn’t hurt 
bit,’ said Al, as well as he could speak ; 
d I, curious to know how it did feel, fol- 
ed my brother's example, and put my 
ngue also to the railing. 
‘We were soon satisfied with the taste 
our iron-candy; but lo, when we tried 
remove our tongues, they were frozen 


ttouthe bar, and we could not move 
thout tearing off the skin. Sure enough 
Frank Lewis seeing 
pertinacity in folly, had left?us, but 
He 


e were in a mess. 


t, a8 we supposed, to return home. 
pped quietly into the house to inform 


me One who could release us from the 
comfortable predicament, in which he 


saves— |" 


lowed me and fished me out, I should not 
be here.” * And Miss Carrie, how did you 
freeze your tongue?’ ‘* Well, I don’t 
know, Uncle Ned, unless it was yesterday. 
Anna Wilson coaxed me to play at fox 
and geese on our slates, when we ought 
to have done our sums; and we had te 
stay in after school, and forfeited all our 
marks besides.’ ‘ Well, that’s one way ; 
and I suppose you could all tell me simi- 
lar experiences when you have been tempt- 
ed by the example of others into doing 
what was better let alone ; and in the end, 
paid the penalty of your weakness or your 
foolish curiosity, whichever was the motive 
that led you.’ 


| 





| 


| 





For the Youth’s Companion. 
SEA CLIFFS. 


1 once heard a story of a boy who rash- 
ly undertook to go alone in search of eggs 
down the side of a cliff in the West of 
Scotland. He provided himself with a 
crow-bar and rope, and on coming to the 
jedge of the precipice he planted the bar 
\firmly in the ground, and attaching one 
lend of the rope to it, lowered himself 
down the face of the overhanging steep. 
When he had got about half-way down he 
|saw a nest, and so began to swing himself 
jin towards the rocks. Presently he was 
landed securely on a ledge some two hun- 
dred feet from the water, and a hundred 
|feet from the brow of the cliff! What a 
\frightful position! In his haste to gather 
the eggs before the old birds came—for 
they happened to be not at home at the 
time—he let go his hold of the rope, and 
it swung away out, far beyond his reach. 
| There he was, and no one could help him ; 
how should he ever get back to his home? 
He stood reflecting on various modes of 
escape for a considerable time, when it 
struck him that if the rope could be made 
to swing, it might come near enough 
for him to reach it. He pitched several 
stones at it, but to no purpose, and just as 
he was thinkingof leaping into the sea as 
a last resort, a little breeze of wind sprung 
up, and the rope began to oscilate like a 
pendulum. It came very near several 
[times ; but it seemed impossible that it 
}could approach near enough to be caught 
| without springing! To this desperate ef 
|fort he resolved to resort; but before so 
doing, he prayed God to help him for his 
poor old father and mother’s sake, and 
then making a resolute leap, he caught 
the rope, and in a few moments was on 
his way home. * 








A BOY MURDERER. 
Tn a late St. Louis paper there was an 
account of a murder by a boy only ten 
years of age, of another little boy, that 





W we would soon be placed. He brought | might well fill us with horror. And what, 


r parents, who soon released us, though 


the sacrifice of a portion of the skin, 


| says the American Presbyterian, was the 
| object of the strugyle that thus made this 


ndly refraining from laughing at us un- | boy a murderer? Acchipof wood! Yes, 


our tongues were wellenough to join in| 
® merriment at our expense. They were | 
tty well skinned, I tell you, and were | 


e enough for two or three days.’ 


* Is that all, Uncle Ned ?’ said the boys of a brother on their hands. 


d yirls. 


“Why, yes, that's all the story; but 
ppose we have some moral reflections: | 
onder ifany of you chaps ever froze 


bur tongue.’ 


Cries of * No, No, No,’ and‘I never} 


i," resounded on every side. 


in a struggle for achip of wood he became 
a murderer! Let boys take warning, lest 
| they be found like Cain, with the blood 
This boy did 
| not expect to kill little John; perhaps 
| Cain did not expect to kill Abel. But the 
spirit of Cain was in him, and he is a 
MURDERER. Thus it was :— 


“On Tuesday noon,alad aged ten years, 
jmamed John Conrad Heidenreich, was 


“Well, let us see: Jacky, 1 wonder if| murdered on 11th street, by a lad about 


did not follow George Ray out on the 
aneh of that apple-tree, in spite of Har- 
Stelling you that it was too weak to 


the weight of either ?’ 


{the same age, named Theodore Danjars. 





| his father; Adam, witha piece of wood and 
|a basket of chips, and was within a few 


‘Yes, I did, Uncle,’ said Jacky, laugh- |rods of his home, when the last named lad 


-‘and froze my tongue fast enough, 
‘en the limb broke, and landed me on 


© gtound with a broken arm.’ 


Twas well it was.no worse, you rogue. 
nl you, Master Harvey, were less wise ling more powerful, planted a knee firmly 
yourself when you went, despite of my di 

ung, with Norton, on the ice last win- 
- You froze your tongue when you got 
lucking—it liked to have been a pretty j 
‘ous one.” *'¥és, dear Unele,” said the | and a young man only on the opposite side’ feel bad after it.’ 
wmith deep feeling, * if you had not fol-|of the street, watching the sport! At! 





claimed the wood and demanded it. It was 
|refused, and the little claimant attempted 
|to take it by force. The other resisted, 
and was throwndown. His assailant prov- 





| upon his throat, and holding him helpless, 
| chucked him, and pummelled him in the 


The former was returning to the house of 





length the mother of the dying child heard 
of his situation, and ran to his assistance. 
With her own hands she pulled the still 
revengefal victor from his victim. She 


corpse of her murdered boy! The little 
fellow was black in the face, and life had 
already hopelessly fled. The anguish of 
the hard-toiling German father, when call- 
ed from work to the clay of his boy, and 
the agony of the distracted mother, sur- 
pass description.” 





CHILDREN’S COLUMN. 





For the Companion. 
HAPPY INNOCENCE. 
“Mother, did I sleep in that cradle when 
I was a little babe ? 
There was no answer, for the ti 


then took up and bore to her room the | {icone th aro are penne ty 


THE PURITAN RECORDER. 


Joo PURILAN RECORDER is the pioneer of the Re- 
lugious Newspaper press. it is the oldest weekly re- 
ligious of this ¢ ter, inthe world. Lt has al- 
most completed its 42d year. Un its pages have been 

i in the history of tbe 
period. lis estab- 


been a strenuous advocate for every 

is making to civilize and Christianize the human race.— 

Its great ouject has been to — revivals of pure re- 

ligion, = to extend the Redeemer’s kingdom, in all the 
of its fi 


ng influence, 

throughout the world. 
What it has done it purposes still to do, with increasing 
to the and wants of the age. It does 
not, indeed, expect to promote the kingdom of Christ by 
d ig, 0r reeing, in cheat to the erratic 
tendencies of the times, any of the doctrines of 
the Bible. It maintains that it is by a distinct avowal, 
and an earnest advocacy of these doctrines that tie 
Church of the Living God is to be purified and extended. 
It seeks to maiutain and perpetuate the vital and practi- 
cal influc nces of the doctrines ana principles on which the 
churches in New inland were founded ; and by virtue of 
which, they have attained to so v a growth, and to 
aeoh far-reaching efficiency in the work of evangelization. 











had wakened a dear little sister, and the 


mother rocked her infaut, and silenced her 
son by pressing her finger on her lip, 
while her smile gave him a promise that 
she would sometime tell him. He sata 
long time looking into the fire,—then rest- 
ed his head in her lap, and was asleep. 

‘There, mother, | heard a cock crow. 
It is morning. May I get up? See it is 
daylight.’ 

Again little sister began to nestle, and 
he was told ‘ not to talk; it was moon- 
light, not daylight,—ne must try to go to 
sleep.’ But he could not sleep, and lay 
in his bed thinking about himself. There 
was something new almost every day to 
interest him, and he loved to remember 
what he saw and heard. He could spend 
whole hours very happily in this way, and 
in making believe that he saw the same 
things over again. He tried to remember 
what he did when he first began to t.lk, 
and play. He tried to see how far back 
he could remember. At Christmas he re- 
membered another, a year before, but he 
could not think of one two years before. 
He remembered being very sick, aud see- 
ing the doctor in his room planning how 
to make him well,—and then taking bitter 
drinks, and afterwards riding out with his 
parents, who seemed very happy to have 
him with them again. How glad he was 
soon after to be able to walk in the gar- 
den. Then he became strong enough to 
play a little while in the yard, and after a 
few weeks he was as well as ever. But 
what happened before, in his history ? He 
tried to think, but could not. 

Lately he had been trying to recollect 
about his being an infant like his little 
sister. And this made him ask about 
having slept in that cradle. 

The next forenoon, when her morning 
duties about the house were done, his 
mother called him to her side as she took 
up her sewing, and asked him to put on 
an apron which lay on her work- table. 

* Why mother, it is too small.’ 

* But I made it for you.’ 

* You did! mother. 
mistake. I never could get iton. See 
here!’ And he showed her that his hand 
woud not go into the sleeve. 

* You made it for me when I was very 
small, did you not, mother!’ 

She took him on her knee, and talked 
about his history. She told him how 
helpless he was. He could not lift his 
head. He had to be carried very careful- 
ly, and did not seem to know how to see, 
but opened his eyes and rolled them 
around at everything bright. After a 
long time he began to know his mother, 
and to smile in her face. He then began 
to make nvises with his mouth, like adog, 
or like a lamb, and sometimes almost like 
talking. One morning at breakfast he 
said ‘Mamma’ for the first time. At 
another time he said * Papa.’ Soon he 
said other words. Then he began to 
crawl, Once he crawled out into the 
kitchen, and fell into a pail of water which 
he tried to stand up by. He learned to 
walk, and then he was very sick ! 

* Was 1 ever sick since, mother ?’ 

‘No, my son, you have been well ever 
since.’ 

‘Then I remember so far back.’ And 
he told her about it. ‘* But, mother, | 
wish 1 had always staid young nd happy.’ 

‘Why? Is not my boy happy now? 

‘ Yes, pretty happy. But mother,’ and 
a tear came into his eye xs he raised it, 


Why, you made a 





| face for several minutes. Daring this time, 
| older persons were standing in the vicinity, 


* mother, I do wrong sometimes no~, and 


Do you, little reader? 






, iu all proper ways, to defena and 

the Congregational system of Church Polity, as in con- 
formity with the spirit and precedents of the New Testa- 
ment ; while it fellowships, and seeks to co-operate with 
all of every ecclesiastical ion, who hold y 
the sam: precious faith. All the moral and social reforms 
of the age, so far as they are based upon the Gospel, it 
labors steadily to cnerish and advance. 

‘the Puritan Recorder has ‘an Agricultural and a Do- 
ic or Family Department, which are supplied and 
edited with care. It gives the most material Congres- 
sional and Legislative proceedings aud presents from 
week to week, a well aigested summary of the Foreigu 
and Domestic news, and of General Lntelligeuce. secular 
and literary. In addition to these sources of information, 
it employs stated and able Correspondents iv various pa: ts 
of our own and fureign countries; and its columns are 
abundantly enriched with original communicatious of va 
rious aud appropriate interest. It is the aim of the pro- 
prietors of the Kecorder to offer to the public a Religious 
Journal of the biguest order, which shall -be more aud 
more worthy of the patronage of an intelh, ent Christian 
community. {tis not so much their endeavor to secure 
for their sheet an diate and promi popularity, 
as by a sound and permanent influence to promote the 
— of men, oud establish « claim to their enduring con- 
idence. 








Subscriptions for the Puritan Recorder are received at 
any time in the year. Terms, $2 00 in advance ; or, $2,50 
at the end of the year. When d.lvered by carriers, 50 
cents is added, to defray this expense. The office 1s at 
22 ochvol Street, Boston. 

MOUOKE, RIDDEL & CO., Proprietors. 
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THE LEST HOME MAGAZ‘NE. 
THE MOTHER’S JOURNAL, 
AND FAMILY VISITANT. 
VOL, XXIII.---1858. 
ILLUSTRATED 
With beautiful Steel Plate and Wood Engravings. 
One Dollar a Year. 


The JouRnat is a Religious and Literary Hume Maga 
zine, furnishing an instructive and entertaining Chris- 
tion Literature fur the household, It is adapted to 1ute- 
Test and profit every member of the Family Circle, and 
affords safe and attractive rea ing for all. 


LOOK Af THIs. 


No other Dollar Magazine in the country contains so 
man beautiiul embe lmshments, with so much valuable 
reading matter, as [He JOURNAL, 


FOR ONE DOLLAB 
6 Steel Plates, 
44 Wood Engravings, 
400 Pages Reading. 
HAVE IT FREE 
Get up 2 Club’ and have yourown Gratis, Or forward 


one do.lar by mai. Money sent at our risk if properly 
directed. 


TERMS FOR CLUBS. 
Six Copies one year, ater Si ge $8— Twenty Copies 
. 


Sr ParMeEnT In Apvance..o§ 


Begin with the January Number, and have the volume 
complete fur biudiug. Back numbers can be supp'ied. 


aG, NTS WANTED, 
In every Church and Village i. the Umted States. 


Direct to “ MotHer’s JouRNAL, 
2 115 Navsau St., N. ¥.”” 


BROWN’S BRONCHIAL TROCHES,. 
i hae COUGH and VOICE LOZENGES, allowed to 
dissolve in the mouth, have a different intluence to the 


affected parts, giving instant relief im bronchiiis, asthma, 
cougus, culds, and the various throat affections to which 


Public Speakers and Siugers 


are liable, to whom they will be found invaluable ; also 
for Clearing anu gixing Power to the Voice. 


From the National Era, Washington. 


We so far depart from our custum as tv say of Brown’s 
Bronehial lroch. s, tha: we have seen them tried, and tind 
them excelieut fur Coughs, Influenza, tloarseness, &. 


From Zivn’s Herald, Boston. 


Having found Browns Bronchial Troches beneficial in 
a diseased state of the throat, we do our clerical brethren 
@ real favor in valuing their atvention tw them. 

dol. by ali Druggists, at 20 cents per box. The large 
50 cents box is the cheapest. 53 —tus 


XPeVERY FAMILY ct 
SuVULD HAVE UNE OF 
GROVER & BAKER’S 
SEWING MACHINES. 


NHE reasous wy tie pietinane ip given w the GROV- 
ER © BAKER wi chine, are the tollowing: 
LK sT—It.s MORK oIMCLE and EASILY KErt IN 
URDER (han any vther wavhane. 
SECUND—I) makes a seam which will not RIP or 
RAVcL, though every third sti.ch is cut. 
iT KD—it sews feo two oruitary spools, and thus ali 
troubie of Wiading Luread te avoided, while the same 
Machiuc can ve adapted, at pleasure, by a mere char ge 
of spuvis, to all varieties of work. 
FUURT (The ecme Machive runs silk, linen thread, 
conn b spovl-culton. Wita quai facility. 
FIFLH—Tfue ream ie as clastic as the most clastic 
fabric so chat it is ince from ad liaoiuty to break in 
Washing, roving, or otherwise. 
sIxr Th« stitch mde vy this Machine is more 
beautiful than »uy other made, either vy haud or ma- 
chine. 
Twenty Patterns to Select From. 


PRICE FROM $75 TO § 25. 


In making r+ mittances, Drafts must oe made payable 

to the Order of THs GROVEX & BAK SR 

SEWING MaCHiNes COMiany. 
PEI .c 221u85 ROOMS 

18 Summer Street, . . . 

495 Broadwa . . . . 

73) Che-tuat stevet, . 
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° eae 
Boston, 

New Yoru. 
Philadelpuia. 
OWN PLACK FOR CLOTH 
ikw. 

JAK HALL ROTUNDA, 

Where the ¥ ariety 
a8 We plemne ces ry clues oF aver 
Sy ete ae Oring 8 uly 


styie Prices are such 
tt 


t, affords equal «e- 


frac Price 


arr 


BOOKS FOR THE SEASON. 
CROSBY, NiCHOLS, & CO., 
No. 117 Washington Street, Boston, 
HAVE FOR SALE 
One of the oest assortments of Buoke Suitable for 
HOLIDAY PRESENTS, 

TO BE FOUND IN BOSTON. 


Our stock Comprises 

Elegant works, prepared expressly for the Holidays— 
Standard works in pia or rich bindings beautiful edi- 
tions of the Poets, splendidly Illustvated Buoks, Bibles 
and Prayer Books, im ever) variety of Style and Binding. 


C. N. & CO., have just p-blished a new work by the 
author of ** Delia Arlington.”’ 


HERE ANU HEREAFTER; 
—on— 
THE TWO ALTARS. 
UOMO... 2... 200. cesee- sees seeeee Price $1.00. 





The new Tale by the authur of “ The Lamplighter,” one 
of the most successful Works of Fiction ever 
published in this country. 


MABEL VAUGHN. 


Price $1.00. 





We shall publish in a few days, 
A new volume by the late Da. Peasopy. 


CHRISTIAN DAYS AND THOUGHTS. 


A beautiful volume particularly adapted to the season. 
l vol. L6mo. 

New and Beautiful Books for Children. 
WELL BEGUN IS HALF DONE ; or The Young Painter ; 
and Fiddlehanns, ‘Lales translated trom the German. 
Embellished with 51x Engi avings primed in Oni Coiore. 
lémo. 75 vents. 

NANNIE’s JEWEL CASE, or True stories and False. 
Taks translaid from the German. Embellished with 
dix Lngravings printed in Oil Colors. i6mo. 75 cents. 
MOTHER’s TRUE STORikEs. With Fix Engiavings 
privted in Oil Colors. oq. 16mo, Price 50 cents. 
BELLE AND LILLY; or the Golden Kule A story 
for Giris. By a New Pen. With Colored Engravings. 
lémo. Price 75 cents. 





ELEGANT PaPER DOLLS. 


No. 1, Peter the Celebrated Monkey Prodigy. 

No. 2, Cousin Charles aud Henry, the latter as a Lancer 
aud a General. 

No. 3, Ehza aud her Twin Sister Mary, the Skillful 
Horseback Rider. 





XThose in search of anything in our line will do well 
to examine our stock. 


CROSBY, NICHOLS, & CO. 
No. 117 Washington street. 


LATELY PUBLISHED BY THE AMERI- 
CAN S. 8S. UNION, 


MATTY GREGG ; or, The Woman that Did What -he 
Could, 


THe POUND LILY STORIES. 

ey aed SCRIPTURE QUESTION-BOOK. Vols. 
and 3. 

UNION NOTES ON THE GOSPELS, Part II. 

MARGARET CRAVEN or, Beauty of the Heart. 

LITTLE JESSIE WORK. 

HAZAEL ; or, Know Thyself. By Rev. A. F. Dickson, 
Uhbarleston, 5. C. 106 pages lsmo. Price 25 cts. 

GILBERT GRESHAM: An Autobiography. 263 pp. 

18mo, with five illustrations. Price, 40 ets. 

THE WELL IN THE VALLEY. By Rey. Tuomas 

Suytu, D. D. 430 pages 18mo. Price, 60 cts. 

GRACE OF MEEKN&S8ps. 

JOHN POUNDS AND HIS PUPILS. 

TaE FABLE OF THE RAINDRUP. 

THE TWO JOURNEYS. 

THE UNDERGROUND TRAVELLER AND BIS WON- 
VERFUL HOUSE. 

THE WOODEN SPOON ; or, The Folly of trying to pass 
for mure than we really are. 

THE SLED OF TGE BIBLE-SOCIETIES. 

THE GOUD SHEPHERD. 

Each with one or more illustrations. 

THE PEACd ORCHARD KOBBeRY. 2 pp. 18mo., + 

cts. 

MARIAB’S TWO VACATIONS ; or, Principle and Plea 

ure. 


HENRY MOBBIS ; or, Living for an Object. 


HENRY HOYT Agent, 
50 No. 9 Cornhill. 


CHILDREN’S HOLIDAY SPORTS. 
Cinderella or The Little Glass Slipper, 
WITH MAGIC CHANGES, 


’ Price 13 Cents. 
Ppa ali the Paper Dolis—Changes,—Cin 
derella,—Lhe Prince,—Tue Fairy Godmother,—aud 
differeut costumes, cok red, with the beautiful Carriage 
that she went in to the ball, ali for 13 cents. Just pub- 

lished vy 
J. E. TILTON, 
® Salem, Mass. 

It will be sent post free by the publisher on receipt of 
six three ceut stamps, or will he tound at the principal 
bookstores. Ask for one published by J. E. TILTON, for 
there are i inutations vtlered for sale. 
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THE AIMWELL STORIES. 
A NEW VOLUME, 
Just published, 


MARCUS; or, the Boy-Tamer. By Watrer 

Wath 18 Lliustrations. itmo., cloth, 63 cents. 

* A leading aim of this ht.le volume is te point out to 
elder brothers and sisters some of the ways in wich they 
may exerta happy influence upon the )ouuger members 
uf the family, it also attempts incidentally), to set forth 
the idew thet the best syst m of govermueut for « child is 
tuat which trains hum to govern Wime if.”’—[ Extract from 
Preface.) 


AIMWBLL. 


By the same Authur, 
CLINTON ; or, Buy Life in the Country. With 14 Illus- 
tratious. lémo., cloth. 63 cents. 

* Well, the »o)s have read it, and they pronounce it 
‘first-rate.’ We coulirm their judgment.””—(N. Y. Inde- 
pendent.) 

OSUARK ; or, The Boy Who had his Own Way. 

Illustrations, Lémo., cloth. 63 ceuts. 

“So natural and graphic are the incidents of this story, 
that it must have been compu frum a real boy-experi- 
euce.”’—{ Wiilis’ Home J 
ELLA; or, Turning over a New Leaf. With 16 Mlustra- 

tions. l6imo., cloth. 63 cen 

* It woud be diffi-ust to tind 
over an) portion of this volume. 
WHIsTLER ; or, The Manip Moy, With (9 Uustrations. 

l6mo., cloth. cents. 

* We wish every boy could’ have this volume, It would 
b of service in making a man of him.”—{Hingham Jour- 
nai.) 


GOULD & LINCOLN, 
59 Washington Street 


With 17 


achild who wouid ‘ skip’ 
*— tostou Journal.) 


“DAVIS, WRIGHT & co., 
SUCCESSURS CU 
WILLI+M P. ‘PENNY & CO, 

CARPETINGS 


f every variety of fabric and quality, at the Low 
CASH FKCEDS. 


CABPET HALL 


Over the Boston & Maine BR. R. Static 








Paulager We all, i aera Lars enotes 
Orders tor Custos tletirae osxecuted at the 
shortest wetiee, ai Ati uty Sareanted to suit 
7h, W SIMMOS” PIPER & OO 
s. SFA N ) lterl, Boston 
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BOSTON, JANUARY 14, 1858. 


PLEASURE OF READING. 

Of all the amusements that can possibly be 
imayined fora working man, after daily toil, or 
in the intervals, there is nothing like reading a 
newspaper ora book, It calls for no bodil 
exertion, of which already he has had enough, 
perhaps too much. It relieves his home of 
dullness and sameness. Nay, it accompanies 
him to his next day’s work, and gives him 
something to think of besides the mechanical ) 


drudgery of his every-day occupation; some- | Osca 


thing he can enjoy while absent, and look for- 
ward to with pleasure. If I were to pray for 
a taste which would stand by me under every 
variety of circumstances, and be a source of 
happiness and cheerfulness to me through life, 
and a shield against its ills, however things 
might go amiss, and the world frown upon me, | 
it would be a taste for reading.—<Sir John | 
Herschel. 
The minds of men will be occupied with | 
something for relaxation, after the toils of the 
day are over. If home is uninteresting, or dis- | 
agreeable, from any cause, relief will be sought 
in the company of men abroad. If the object 
of their meeting be politics or business specu- 
lations, it is not likely to improve the morals of 
men, when the restraining intluence of female , 
society is excluded, Besides this, the wife has 
a right to expect the company of the husband 
in the evening, after having toiled alone amid 
_ the cares of the family all day. A course of 
reading in history or biography, by the hus- 
band, while the wife plies the needle, will al- 
ways be pleasant and instructive, and may 
prevent something worse. 
A number of young ladies at Newton, have 
associated as a Reading Society. They meet 
once a week in the forenoon, and read history. 
This is an example worthy of imitation ; it, 
doubtless will be found profitable and interest- 
ing, especially if they should be “swift to hear 
and slow to speak.” Ww. | 











LETTERS FROM SUBSCRIBERS. 


North Amherst, Dec. 26, 1857. 
Messrs. Olmstead & Co.—Your invaluable | 
paper, the ‘ Youth’s Companion’ has been a 
constant visitant in our family, with the excep- 
tion of three or four years, since 1839. No 
paper has been more heartily welcomed, or 
more thoroughly read by the children, than the 
Companion; and the parents, too, have found 
much pleasure and profit in the perusal of its 
volumes, W. E., in whose name it now comes, 
wore out one paper last year in unsuccessful 
attempts to obtain new subscribers, but being 
a member of the ‘‘T'ry Company,’ he determin- 
ed to do honor to its principles, and made 
another effort, and this time has succeeded in 
obtaining four. You will find enclosed in this 
four dollars in payment for the Companion for 
them the ensuing year, and one dollar for him- 
self, making in all $5,00. Please direct as 
heretofore to W.E., North Amherst, Mass, 
With many wishes that the blessing of the 
children’s God may rest upon you and gow 
labors, I am yours é&c. 8. T. D. 


Anoka, Minnesota Ter., Dec. 16, 1857: 

Messrs, Olmstead & Co.—Please acknow- 
ledge the receipt of the enclosed one dollar for 
your valuable paper, the Youth’s Companion, 
for the year 1858. I cannot bear the thought 
of not having the reading of a single number of 
the Companion, for I have become very strong- 
ly attached to the paper, and cannot well get 
along without it. Yours respectfully, M. A. C. 





Greenfield, Mass., Dec. 28, 1857. 
Messrs. Olmstead & Co.—1 like your paper 
very much. We take several papers, but none 
that are read from beginning to end, as_ my lit- 
tle Companion, I should think all the little 
boys and girls would take it. . B.S. 











VARIETY. 
IDOLS DESPISED. 


Many of the people of India know that wor- 
ship such as they are in the habit of offering is 
nothing worth, Some time ago a missionary 
was walking with one of the idol makers 
through the courts of a temple. This man 
laughed heartily about the idols, and said that 
he himself was much better than the gods he 
made, 

*| have life, said he, ‘but the gods have 
none. No one believes m these gods now.’ 

*'They used to do so,’ observed the mis- 
sionary. 

* Yes,’ replied the man, ‘before the padres 
(missionaries) came; but now no one cares 
about them. ‘They like to have a little show 
and fun at the feast time ; that is all.’ 

‘ Yes, said the missionary, ‘and the brahmins 
encourage them in this, though they know bet- 
ter, in order to fill their pockets with the offer- 
ings of the le.’ 

TExeetly’ oor said the god maker. ‘ You 
have just hit the mark.’ 

The young people also aro beginning to 
despise the idols. When the writer of these 
lines was in India, a fine intelligent boy came 
to him one day, when the following conversa- 
tion took place: ‘ How long have you been in 
the school ” 

‘ Three years.’ 

* Do you like to go there ? 

* Yes,’ 

‘Why ? 

‘Because I learn the truth.’ 

‘Do you worship idols now ?” 

‘No. My father does; but I do not.’ 

Then you have given 

‘ Oh no, I worship the 


YOUTH’S COMPANION. | 


| could have done it. Mother went to see who 


{him some dinner, and let him warm himself, 


up ipal re” 
paeey-= 6 *How do 


you worship him? ‘I sit down by myself, 
read a chapter in the gospel, and then pray.’ 

‘Very good. Whatdo you say when you 
pray ? 

‘I say something like this; “O thou great 
God, who dwellest in heaven! bless me, pardon 
me, teach me, save me, for Christ’s sake. 
Amen.” ’ 

Reader, did you ever offer such a prayer as 
that, alone and from the heart? If not, learn 
wisdom from this Hindoo boy, and go and do 
like wise. 

ENOWING DOGS. 


‘Pilbet Rover knows where we are going— 
don’t you believe he does, Mareus ? inquired 


r. 
*I don’t know; I almost think sometimes 
that he knows what we say,’ replied Marcus. 

*He knows a good deal that we say, any 
way remarked Otis. ‘ You give him a bucket, 
and tell him to carry it out to the barn, and 
he’ll do it just as wel) as anybody ; and he'll 
lay down, or give you his paw, or speak, if you 
tell him to.’ 

‘One day, about a year ago,’ said Marcus, 
‘when aunt Fannie was packing her trunk, to 
go to grandmother’s, she told Rover she had 
got to leave him, and asked him if he didn’t 
want to go, too; and upon that he jumped 
right into her trunk, as much as to say, ‘ Yes, } 
want to go,—pack me in!’ When aunt Fan- 
nie came back from her journey, it seemed as 
it he would eat her up, he was so glad to see 

. He never forgets anybody that he has 
once known, Last summer I took him over to 
Montpelier with me, where he used to live ; 
and although he hadn’t been there for over two 
years, he remembered all his old frends, and 
went around and scratched at all the doors of 
the houses he used to visit when he lived 
there,’ 

‘ And he’s the neatest dog that I ever heard 
of,—he won’t come into the house with dirty 
paws,’ added Kate. 

* No,’ continued Marcus, ‘and once when we 
had our floors newly painted, and boards were 
laid to step upon, Rover understood the ar- 
rangement as well as we did, and was careful 
to walk upon the boards until the paint was 
dry’ 

TWe had a strange dog come to our house 
last winter, that knew something,’ said Otis.— 
* He knocked at the door, just as well as a man 


| had come, and she found nothing but a dog.— 
| As soon as he saw her, he began to cry like a 
| baby, he was socold andhungry. So she gave 


and then he went off, and we never saw him 
jagain. But he knocked at the door,—tap, tap, 
tap,—so you couldn’t have told him from a 


man. 
‘ 


| , 

could tell a story that would beat that,’ 

said Oscar. ‘I knew a dog in Boston that 

| would open any door that was fastened by a 

jlatch, without stopping to ‘knock; and he’d 

| shut it too, if you told him to.’ 

‘I could tell a story that would beat all of 
yours, said Ronald. ‘It’s about a dog that 
unlocks doors ; and if he can’t find the key, he 
will hunt up a piece of wire, and pick the lock !’ 

‘Why, Ronald Page! how dare you tell 
isach a lie?’ exclaimed Kate, after the laugh 
| that followed this sally bad subsided. 

* It wasn’t a lie,’ replied Ronald. ‘I didn’t 
say a dog ever did that—I said | could tell 
|a story about a dog that did it, andso I can.’— 
| Marcus, or the Boy Tamer. 


A STRANGER ON HORSEBACK. 
There was a little boy once playing in his 
|father’s yard, and while he was playing, a 
| stranger on horseback rode up and said, 
| ‘My little boy, will you please to give me 
| some water to drink ?” 
| This little boy was v lite and obliging, 
| as all good children atic hs went an 1 
some water, and gave it to the stranger. The 
stranger drank the water and thanked the little 
| boy, and, as he was riding off, he said : 
* My little boy, don’t you know that you have 
got a soul to be saved ” 
| Well, after the stranger was gone, his words 
| kept ringing in the ears of the little boy: ‘ Lit- 
| tle boy, don’t you know that you have a soul to 
be saved?” He kept thinking about it night 
| and day, and could not rest until he was con- 
| verted, and became a dear little child of God. 
| And | expect when he gets to heaven, he will 
be very glad to meet the stranger there. 
Well, reader, this little paper is a stranger. 
| It is like a bird that comes in at one window 
}and goes out at the other: and now, while you 
jare reading it, [ would say to you, as the 
stranger said to the little boy while playing in 
his father’s yard :—‘My dear young friend, 
don’t you know you have a soul to be saved? 
| Yes, you have, in your bosom, a soul, a precious 
soul.’—.4m. S, S. Visitor. 


} THE BIBLE. 
| § That is the book they call the Bible, said a 
|poor French villager,‘ and of which I ‘have 
| heard so much ;’ then going to the middle of 
the street, she called all her neighbors with a 
loud voice, and they came running to her.— 
‘ ‘There is the Bible, she exclaimed, holding 
the volume high above theirheads. ‘In this is 
found all that God would tell us about himself, 
and about ourselves, about heaven, about earth. 
| Let us all read it; let us all believe it, and we 
shall be saved.’ 
| *And what will the priest say?’ asked a 
| woman, 
| ‘If he says what God says in this book, we 
| will listen tohim; if he says otherwise, we 
| will do without him.’ 

* Amen,’ said all the women ; and they went 
to the colporteur to buy more copies. 


HEALTHY REACTIONS. 
Amusement is much a necessity to the mind 
as food is to the body. The mare. is vivitied 
by pleasurable reactions as much as the body 
is sustained by a nutricious diet. But not less 
transient and deceptive as-the aids which 
opium, and tobacco, and alcohol afford the 
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and heart. And as nothing gives the body jt 


real benevolences which every-day life, in 
cities especially, so loudly call for. 

The dollar spent for a seat in the theatre 
amuses its occupant for a few short hours, and 
after they are past, there is nothing real for 
them to look back upon. That same dollar 
spent upon one of the thousands of the children 
of want in any large community, would make 
that poor child feel rich for a day, and would 
lift up and happify his stricken heart, as often 
as remembered, for many long days to come; 
while, as to the donor’s, it will be a sweet thing 
to think of, even in a dying hour. Let our re- 
actions then be, not in sham and show, but in 
sweet realities. 


‘HE FROST. 


The Frost looked forth one still, clear night, 
And whispered, ‘ Now I shall be out of sight ; 
So through the valley and over the height, 

In silence I'll take my way. 

I will not go on like that blustering train,— 
The wind and the snow, the hail and the rain, 
Who make so much bustle and noise in vain, 
But I'll be as busy as they !” 


Then he flew to the mouutain, and powdered 
its crest, 
He lit on the trees, and their — he drest 
In diamond beads ; and over the breast 
Of the quivering lake, he spread 
A coat of mail, that it need not fear 
The downward point of many a spear, 
That he hung on its inargin, far and near, 
Where a rock could rear its head. 


He went to the windows of those who slept, 

Wherever he breatlied, wherever he stepped, 
By the light of the morn were seen 

Most beautiful things; there were flowers and 





trees ; 
There were bevies of birds and swarms of 


There were cities with temples and towers ; 
and these q 
All pictured in silver sheen! 


But he did one thing that was hardly fair— 
He peeped in the cupboard, and finding there, 
That all had forgotten for him to prepare, 
‘ Now, just to set them a-thinking, 
I'll bite this basket of fruit,’ said he, 
‘ This costly pitcher I’ll burst in three ; 
And the glass of water they’ve left for me 
Shall “ tchick !” to tell them I’m drinking!’ 


” WHAT A WONDER.’ 


So'said a little boy who had been to the 
menagerie, and seen the giant elephant pick 
2 an apple-seed with his clumsy proboscis.— 

hat a wonder, indeed! This curious organ 
made up entirely of bundles of muscular fibres, 
placed lengthwise and crosswise. The number 
of these muscles is not far from forty thousand! 
By this the aniinal draws up large quantities 
of water, which he discharges into the throat, 
or over his own body, as he likes, On the up- 
per side of the extremity is a muscular pro- 
jection which serves as a finger, and when this 
is brought down, it meets another short pro- 
jection, and acts exactly like the finger a 
thumb of the human hand, with which we pick 
up the finest cambric needle! The elephant’s 
trunk is about eight feet in length, and stout in 
proportion to the size of the body, and yet 
pee of such a variety of motion, that he is 
able, with it, to root up a tree or crop a flower, 
toss up a piece of artillery or a sugar plum, 
knock down a giant or brush off a fly. here 
among all the curious machines of human art, 
shall we look for such marks of skill and power, 
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more enduring strength than plain substantial | wrathfal. There is such a rush of all other 
meat and bread, so the intellect and the affec- | kinds of words in our day, that it seems desira- 
tions are strengthened by the exercise of those | ble to give kind words a chance amo 


mgs 
There are vain words, and idle words, and 


words 


and boisterous words, and war-like words.— 
Kind words aJso produce their own image on 
men’s souls. it i 
They soothe him out of his sour, morose, un- 
kind feelings. We have not yet be; 
kind words in such abundance as 
to be used.— Pascal, 


tree, and then listen to hear if a plum fell, when 





hem bitter, and wrathful words make them 


words, and spiteful words, and silly 
and empty words, and profane words, 


And a beautiful image it is— 


to use 
y ought 


HOW TO BREAK UP CLASSES. 





ing herself, she eats the pears; it also speaks | 
of a pig who would shake the trunk of a plum- | 


| 


he would devour it. 


WARTS. 


If they give you no special inconvenience, 
let them alone. But if it is of special impor- 
tance to get rid of them, purchase halfan ounce 
of muriatic acid, put into a broad-bottomed 
phial, so that it will not easily turn over; take 
a stick as large as the end of a knitting needle, 
dip it into the acid, and-touch the top of the 
wart with whatever of the acid adheres to the 
stick ; then, with the end of the stick, rub the 
acid into the top of the wart, without allowing 
the acid to touch the well skin. Do this night 
and morning, and a safe, painless, and effectual 
cure is the result. 





A MAN BEFORE A PRINCE. 


A distinguished general asked to be present- 
ed to Alexander, the young prince of Russia. 
* You want then to turn his head,’ said the Em- 
peror Nicholas, his father. ‘It would en- 
courage the pride of the little man to allow him 
to receive the homage of a general who has 

ded armies. You shall see and talk 





as the hand 6f our Creator has i d on all 
his works?” 


Pr 


REMARKABLE RESEMBLANCE. 

Mr. John Davis, of Slaughter Neck, Dela- 
ware, has twin daughters, five years old, that 
cannot be told apart by strangers, and the 
nearest neighbors, who see them daily, are not 
able to distinguish one from the other. A gen- 
tleman recently had the children brought be- 
fore him, placed side by side, when he scanned 
every feature, determined, if possible, to show 
the friends present that they could be distin- 
guished. They were then removed from the 
room for a short time only, and on their return 
he was completely foiled, and could only guess. 
A lady relative of the family, a near neighbor | 
and frequent visitor, declared that she could | 
not learn to tell one from another, though she | 
hed labored constantly to doso. The only | 
method of determining with certainty which is, 
which, is by a small mark on the ear of one of | 
them, that is only. visible on close inspection. | 





Take of good-nature, one ounce ; of an herb | 
called by the Indians ‘mind your own busi- 
ness,’ one ounce ; mix this with a little ‘charity 
for others,’ and two or three sprigs of ‘keep 
your tongue between your teeth,’ simmer them | 
together in a vessel called ‘ circumspection’ for | 
a short time, and it will be fit for use. Appli- 
cation—The symptom is, a violent itching in 
the tongue and roof of the mouth, which inva- 
riably takes place when you are in com 
with a species of animals called gossips.— 
When you feel a fit of the disease coming on, 
take a teaspoonful of the mixture; hold it in 
your mouth, which you will keep closely shut 
till you get home, and you will find a complete 
cure. Should you apprehend a relapse, keep a 
small bottleful about you, and on the slightest 
symptom repeat the dose. 


KIND WORDS. 


They never blister the tongue or lips. And 
we have never heard of any mental trouble 
arising from this quarter. Though they do not 
cost much, yet they accomplish much. The 

help one’s own good nature and good will. So 

words soften our own soul. Angry words are 
fuel to the flame of wrath, and make it. burn 
more fiercely. Kind words make other le 








body, are novel-reading and theatrical perform- 
ances he ungubstantial quickeners of the mind 


ood natured. Cold words freeze le, and 
tt words scorch them, and bitter wi make 


with my children, but let us have no etiquette. 
I want to make my son a man before I make 
him a prince.’ 





DISCOVERIES BY THE MICROSCOPE. 
The mould on decayed fruit, stale bread, 
moist wood, etc., is shown by the microsco 
to be plants, bearing leaves, flowers, and seeds, 
and i ing with incredibl 
a few hours the seeds spring u 
turity, and bring forth seeds t 
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belushed with three new engravings. 7 
all the boys and indeed the ris tee rope 


GEMS FOK SABBATH SUHUULS. By ky 


Aumbali, author of * Happy Choiwe,’ ‘Lue ay 


aud the unmistakable benett cuuferred on tb 
sullerers, could originate and meimiain Lhe re 
emoys. While many inferior remedics have been 
upon the community, have failed, aud been dise 
has gained friends by every trial, conlerred b 
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Lowell, Mass, 
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PAIN KILLER. 
LETTERS*FROM MISSIONARIES IN BU: 
SHWAYGHYE£EN, Burmah, March 6, 
- Davis—Dear Sir: Such is the greatd 
in Killer that I write you to send me as 
ibie, in addition to what 1 bave bitherw 
dozen boxes, (two dozen butties in a box) and a 

the same, that 1 may give you anorder on the 
the Uniwn to the amount of the same. N 


Mr. P 
the Pai: 


Messrs. P. Davis & Sun—Gents: * * * I am 
to hand. 


more importance. * * * mud Mme as B00R as 
another box of the same size, (viz. $50 worth.) 


| an order oa the Treasurer of the Missionary Union 


amount. kev. B. E, 




















the ultlicted they can never forget, and produced 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. AYER, 


HentHapa, Burmah, March 17, 
say the last box of Pain Kiiler sent me has not yet 


. ‘Lhe expense of getting the medicine is 
thing, ‘‘ these hard times,”’ but the want of it is 
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Davis’ Pain Killer sold by all medicine dealem, 
45—ly 







































7 r Siuwer,’ and several oluer books of th, 

Lieut, Governor Day, President of the late chapters, 8u pp. 8d cents. © Siciey, aU 
Connecticut Sabbath-schiool Convention, said | RECULLECLIONS OF MY NATIVE ViLLagp 
he had been thirty years Superintendent in the | |, suserst, with -cmprea x» PP: 22 cents, a 
Sabbath-school, and said he had known as a ae ewes 2 0c) Ge LMS 

17 chapters, with two mal 
many as fifty classes broken up by the irregu-| 2ceuts. original engravings, ga 0, a 
larities of the teachers. THE DAY OF ADVENTURES. By the —_ 

A teacher would be absent one Sabbath, and pong agg ome per pee " 

. ee x) 
then the scholars would be absent the next,| engravings. 1#%pp.—10 chapters. #3 coud 
and so on till all were gone. A KEW L&ISUBE HOURS. All who love ieiguy 
This is a very serious matter, and should be 7 ar = it. + hd # centa, oR, 
T GHT HOU or, Stories fi 
pondered carefully by every teacher. A class er’ baw dlnathenee Me In a 
once broken up, is very hard to be gathered] siries are just as good tor auy otlier cusdree 
again. Let every teacher beware how his ex-| 2 cents. situated 
TEN MILE STONES in the Life Jour 
ample leads to such a sad result. Or a ney of Jeniengal met Pi 
—_—_—-. WHEKE LIES THE FAULT? or, a 
A CUP OF COLD WATER. Parents. Te pp. IWeeuts, 8 e aad z 
ae t ‘ MOSES H. :ENT, 

In one, of the interior — of India ¥s - “he. 1s Ua ae of M 
there is saidto be aman, who every morning) *f 10g 
goes to a distant trough standing by the road- AYERS CHERRY PECTOR ; (the sub 
side, and filling it with water returns to his| 1145 iuy been mauufactured b Emily. 

. . eu . wulactures rac! 
daily duties. ‘lhe caravans _ that way | | ie every vuuce ul At under bis on oye, ail the fami 
call and slake their thirst. e never knows | avie accuracy and care. Lt is seuleu ana 
whom he blesses, and they never know their | st’ tnuiuc, wituect cus tcs ccuuently ca be reba OBE AWB 

1 . uiteration. AL. 
benefactor. He is satisfied that some weary | remedy the 'Wokid wis ever kauwn for Ppa, ofa the fires 
pilgrims are refreshed by his kindness, but who | seusry Complaiuts 5 tor Couy.s, colds, livarecteet ta Ther 
° . | croup, Who ping-cough, br > C. ' 
they are it matters not. They will never re-| jon, ang for ine reuiel 01 cumuigtive sonal ry 
turn to reward him personally, but his reward | vanced stages of the disease. A» tume makes thee am pretty | 
is the consciousness of having done a generous | Milt thd better Known, Us medicaue as gr rounded 
act. et rehance of the a: cted, from tne joy 
eee Turvughout this eutize country it every see aaa ap ular 
ANIMAL SAGACITY. aut. sited ounaat wary nanan it cuntaus, § a beauti 
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A person in Delaware county speaks of two | es of tue throat ‘aud lungs. in man) “hevagn od farer co’ 
horses who provide water for each other, one | ji Sirs tote, aoa rasa segues Dyed . 

° ° | co ce Ob e admir: ; 
taking the wooden pump-handle in his mouth, | certify it has done for them; uf eas al a 
and pumping water, while the other drinks at | Seuses when we see the daugerous auectious of them glory of 

: | yield to it: if We can depend on the asourauce 
the nozzle. A Salem paper mentions a cow of 
7 p af | Get physiciaus, Whose business is ty kuow; in dren spc 
that will push her head into a pear-tree till her | there tw any reliance upon any then 18 it j 
horns are entangled in the branches, when she | PHY Proven that this mediciue does cure tue class their mé 
shakes the tree till the fruit falls, then unfasten- | Known to po ag a yA tees birds. 
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ng from 
$25 TO $150 A MONTH. 


had courage to try, could do well for themsel 
the public a great favor by introducing my 
lent Books. 

Persons out of employment would do well to 








ves, 80 
that many generations are produced in a day. 

Friend Meek had two horses, a very guod 
and a very poor one. When seen ridin the 
latter, it turned out that his better half had 
taken the good one. 

‘What,’ said a bantering bachelor, ‘how 
comes it that you let your wife ride the better 
horse ?” 

The only reply was:—‘ Friend, when thee 
beest married, thee’ll know.’ 


my gue with terms to Agents which | 
Postage paid, on application. 
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Only one tenth of the human body is solid 
matter. A dead body weighing one hundred 


and twenty pounds was dried in an oven until | 


all moisture was expelled, and its weight was 


| reduced to twelve pounds. Egyptian mummies | 


bodies are thoroughly dried. They usually 
weigh about seven pounds. 


A little daughter of the Rev. L.G. Hay, who 


was born in India, where frost, ice and cold are | 
pany |unknown, upon waking up in Indiana, and | 


seeing the snow, that had fallen over night, ex- 
claimed, ‘Oh, who has painted the ground ?” 


*Ah, Mr. Smith, I see you cough much 
easier this morning than you did yesterday ” 

‘ That’s no wonder, doctor, considering that 
I have been practising all night.’ 

A schoolboy being asked by his teacher how 
he should him, replied :—‘ If you please, 
sir, | should like to have it on the Italian sys- 
tem—the heavy strokes up, and the down ones 
light.’ 

I look upon the simple and childish virtues 
of veracity and honesty as the root of all that is 
sublime in character. 8 as ae think, be 
what you are, pay your debts of all kinds. 

You can’t fill a man as you fill up a pitcher. 

He always will hold 
A little more 
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| 
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And never so rich + re be richer. 
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BIBLE CLASSES. 


An entirely new and most valuable work, just 
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